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mumbling as he did so something in Welsh. He did not stop till
he was close up to her, where she had been pulled down to her
"^at by Cordelia and Mr. Wollop.
He came up to her like a penitential monk approaching his
superior for punishment.
The madwoman shrunk away from him at first, trying to free
her arms from those of Cordelia, who was holding her tight, as if
afraid she would do something violent.
But Mr. Evans, who kept on mumbling in Welsh, set her free
from Cordelia's hold, and as soon as she felt herself free she
stopped shrinking away from him.
"It's not . . . it's not," whispered Mr. Evans to Mad Bet, so
that no one heard him but Mr. Wollop and Cordelia. "It's my
devil who does it ... but I'm going to drive him out ... on
Midsummer Day . . , you shall see ... you shall be there
. . . you shall see him driven out ... he will never . . ."
Once more he began mumbling something hurriedly in Welsh.
Then Mad Bet did a very queer thing. She snatched off her
black hat from her bald head and stretching out her arms seized
Mr. Evans round the neck and drew his head down towards her
own. No one but Cordelia and Mr. Wollop saw what happened;
but Mr. Wollop's eyes opened as wide as Bert Cole's would have
done when he beheld Mr. Evans' great Roman nose pressing
against that horrible white rondure and his twisted mouth kiss-
ing it.
"The Grail Messenger!" thought Mr. Evans as he straightened
his back and helped Mad Bet to straighten her hat and replace it
on her head.
"Tewsy!" It was the voice of Mother Legge who had hardly
entered the room than she was once more standing at the window.
"Tewsy! Go to the front door, there's someone coming."
There had been a general movement meanwhile towards the
group that surrounded Mad Bet. Something in the human mind
leaps up with rapturous release when some outrageous event is
occurring. Most men live but a half-life, dull, tame, monotonous.
The occurrence of something that is outrageously startling, up-
setting to all proprieties, to all conventions, stirs such people
with a primordial satisfaction. The submerged Cro-Magnon in